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UNTITLED 


All  good  poems  should  have  a name 

or  reading  them  is  just  a game, 

and  once  a poem  has  been  defined, 

it  should  rime, 

from  line  to  line. 

meter,  meter,  pumkin  eater, 

never  leave  behind  the  reader. 

An  artistic  license  cost  a buck, 
it  has  nothing  to  do  with  luck. 

Poets  all  wear  open  collars, 
my  name  and  license  number  follars 
MOORE  MICHAEL  G. 

4-721-3 
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Bartender  Charlie 


Bartender  Charlie,  lost  his  job 
in  a flamming  fire,  he  could  not  stop. 
He'd  spent  years  alive  in  his  trade 
But  never  found  the  time  to  educate. 


Now  as  he  walks,  character  forged 
dreaming  of  times,  behind  swinging  doors, 
Patient  strength,  waiting  to  rebuild, 

He  blends  in  well  with  the  parking  lot  guild. 


Crushed  cans  and  barroom  brawls 
Lustful  language  and  broken  stalls 
Sit  in  his  conscience  and  do  nothing  at  all 
give  meaning  to  his  life,  his  weary  soul. 


Little  does  he  know,  he's  already  received 
the  light  of  knowledge  he  thinks  he  needs. 

So  as  he  sits  sadly  in  classroom  time 
I drink  a toast  to  Charlie  with  clear  white  wine. 


AL  LIZZOTE 
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RAINBOW  DUCK 

by  Edward  R.  Herlihy 


It  was  not  quite  dawn  yet.  Due  to  the  energy  crisis,  I was  heading  for  closed 
down  school  at  4:30  in  the  morning.  This  paper  that  I'm  writing  on  is  cold 
and  hungry  dying  for  ink  as  I am  dying  for  food. 

The  bell  has  tolled.  Everyone  has  gone  into  the  school,  for  at  least  the  barren 
cold  walls  block  the  wintry  gusts  of  polluted  winds.  Something  not  of  my 
doing  makes  me  look  up,  not  just  overhead  but  beyond  that. 

It  is  then  that  I see  it.  At  first  I thought  it  to  be  a small  plane,  perhaps  a 
glider.  But  then  it  cocked  its  head  and  flapped  its  powerful  wings  and 
started  to  descend.  When  it  got  closer  to  this  Earth,  I noticed  that  it  was 
accompanied  by  three  young. 

All  four  were  magnificent,  a splendor  with  all  the  colors  of  the  rainbow.  The 
mother  was  in  our  Earth's  correct  rainbow  order,  each  of  the  young  had  the 
correct  coloring  but  in  different  orders. 

As  they  landed  the  first  ray  of  sunlight  caught  their  spreading  plumage  and 
blinded  me.  I had  a very  enlightening  telepathic  communication  with  the 
mother  and  then  she  and  her  young  quickly  ascended  beyond  sight  once 
again. 

It  is  a shame  that  no  one  else  could  have  seen  them.  I'm  afraid  that  I scared 
them  away.  I told  the  mother  that  she  did  not  want  to  raise  her  young  on  this 
earth.  I feel  that  it  is  impossible  to  lie  to  a rainbow  duck. 
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LOVE:  Revisited 


The  infinity  of  intimacy 

chased  by  the  swingers  of  machinistic 

men  and  women, 

Betrayed  by  the  depersonalization  of 
dreams  and  frustrated  freedom, 

They  who  are  liberated  to  the 
restraints  of  technical  love 
Cast  the  abandonment  of  orgasm 
to  the  winds  of  progress. 

Where  rest  the  truths  of  gratification? 
Certainly  there  are  no  answers 
gladly  given  in  the  vaccum  of  self  denial. 
Ids  and  Egos  superciliously  recognized 
by  questionable  motivation 
Ethnocentrically  determined  and 
selfishly  filed,  "circular." 

Wasted  feelings,  burned  and  forgotten, 

denied  by  the  self-appointed 

authorities  of  sophistication 

see  the  microscopic  flames  at  some 

vanishing  spiritual  wilderness'  edge 

The  distruction  of  mystery 

and  the  explicit  erection  of  Darwinian 

pillars. 

For  satiability  like  beauty  exists  in  the 
eye  of  the  beholder 

and  the  critics  of  romance,  like  proud  fools 
are  the  deputies  of  sexual  suicide. 


J.  KEEFE 
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TELL  ME  SON 


Tell  me  sonf  where  is  your  stash 
of  Marijuiana,  T,  and  hash? 

And  tell  me  why  your  eyes  are  red , 

and  why  you  slurred  those  words  you  said? 

You  never  listen  anymore , 

You  laugh,  walk  out  and  slam  the  door. 
Where  is  it  that  you  go  tonight? 

Is  it  another  down  you  fight? 

Or  are  you  out  just  for  a fix? 

Is  that  really  how  you  get  your  kicks? 
What's  it  like  to  be  really  tripping  - 
To  feel  your  screwed  up  mind  slipping? 

You  fire  a joint  and  take  a hit. 

And  then  you  say,  who  gives  a shit! 

You  are  losing  something  though, 

Cause  it's  your  precious  mind  you  blow. 
Will  you  teach  your  son  to  use  a roach, 

As  your  future  years  approach? 

Or  will  you  let  him  pop  a pill 
And  lose  the  right  to  his  free  will? 

Your  family  will  you  then  outcast, 

And  let  your  life  go  downhill  fast. 

Never  caring  to  return, 

For  its  your  life  you  lost,  you  burned. 

Why  is  it  that  you  do  get  high? 

Tell  me  son  . ...  I must  know  why! 


E.  LAMBERT 
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POEM  #34 


Don’t  give  the  power  to  hurt  yourself 
to  anyone  said  the  good  doctor 
How  soon  we  forget, 
we  do  not  remember. 

We  forget  and  fly  over 
rain  bows; 

And  crash 
in  the  rocks 

crushed  a hundred  times  over, 
broken  and  bleeding 
weeping  weeping  till  time 
showed  no  end. 

You  forget! 


EARL  MARTIN 
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SNOW 


We  went  into  the  afterness  of  the  storm, 
its  brilliance  blinding  us 
till,  squinting,  we  could  see 
the  unending  whiteness 
of  the  sun  and  sky  and  snow. 

We  ran  across  the  fields, 
black-tracking  the  untouched  drifts, 
and  they,  softly  yielding, 
enfolded  us  in  their  whiteness  as 
we  threw  ourselves  down  into  them, 
face  first, 
arms  flying, 
dying, 

in  the  drifts. 

Then,  resurrected, 
we  rolled  back, 
laughing, 

leaving  blue-shadowed 
snow  angels. 

The  crystal  air, 

with  sharp  surprise, 

froze  our  laughter 

outside  our  lips 

and  shattered  its 

brittle  fragility  into 

icy  fragments 

that  drifted  away 

drift  upon  drift  in  the  snow, 

while  we  melted  in  the  warm  darkness 

of  the  house. 


HELEN  BETZ 
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A PORTRAIT 


He  lives  in  a spider  web 
down  by  the  lake , 

the  macrame  web  weaves  throughout 

his  small  domicile 

around  his  clay  footed  self  portrait 

that's  huge  feet  are  so  accurately  portrayed 

that  it  looks  more  like  him 

than  he  does. 

It  then  proceeds  over  his  dreamscape , 

with  jars  full  of  nymphets  hanging 

on  the  threads  of  a mobile. 

thus  forming  the  partition  of  one  room 

into  two,  whereas  the  spider  web  weaves 

over  the  mobile 

and  clings  like  a vine  on  the 

ceiling  and  wall,  having 

ensnared  memorabilia 

mostly  cards  from  close  friends 

a valentine  or  two 

caught  by  him  along  the  way. 

Within  one  of  the  two  rooms 
lay  his  bed 

situated  so  that  the  dreamscape  is  in  plain  view 
while  his  mind  knocks  off  into  sleep  — 
sleeping  he  wonders  in  his  dreams 
about  the  realities  of  wakefullness 
if  it  is  indeed  wakefullness.... 

Most  vibrant  in  the  cave,  entrapped 
and  protected  by  his  web 
down  by  the  lake 

where  the  wind  can  blow  right  through 
you. 

JOSPEH  SCHEIDEGGER 
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'A  Relic  From  the  Rubble" 
THE  KITCHEN  CLOCK 
by  Wolfgang  Borchert 


This  is  a short  piece  by  one  of  the  millions  of  the  victims  of  World  War  II. 
Perhaps  time  is  important  to  other  people  besides  the  "Red  Baron."  A group 
translation  by  the  Intermediate  German  Course,  edited  by  VICTOR 
SANTIGO  of  the  Intermediate  German  Course. 


He  was  so  strange  that  they  had  already  noticed  him  approaching  them 
from  a distance.  He  had  a very  old  face,  but  from  the  way  he  walked,  they 
could  see  that  he  was  barely  twenty.  He  sat  down  on  the  bench,  turning  his 
prematurely  old  face  towards  them.  "That  was  our  kitchen  clock,"  he  said, 
and  he  looked  at  them  one  after  the  other  as  they  sat  on  the  bench  in  the 
sun.  "Yes,  I've  found  it.  It's  all  that  is  left." 

In  front  of  him,  he  held  a round  white  porcelain  kitchen  clock  and  with 
his  fingers,  he  touched  the  blue  painted  numbers.  "It  no  longer  has  any 
value,"  he  added  apologetically,  "even  I know  that.  And  it  really  is  not  all 
that  beautiful.  It  is  just  like  a dish  with  white  lacquer.  But  I find  the  blue 
numbers  nevertheless  look  quite  pretty.  Naturally,  the  hands  are  only  made 
of  tin.  And  even  they  don't  work  anymore.  No.  The  insides  are  broken,  that's 
for  sure.  But  it  looks  the  same  as  it  always  did.  Even  though  it  does  not  work 
anymore." 

With  the  tip  of  his  fingers,  he  carefully  traced  a circle  around  the  edges  of 
the  plate-shaped  clock  and  softly  he  said:  "And  it  is  all  that  is  left."  Those 
who  were  sitting  on  the  bench  in  the  sun  did  not  look  at  him.  One  of  them 
looked  down  at  his  shoes  and  the  woman  looked  into  her  baby  carriage.Then 
someone  said:  "You  must  have  lost  everything?"  "Yes,  yes,"  he  said, 
laughing  nervously,  "just  think,  EVERYTHING.  Only  this  here,  this  is  left." 
And  he  held  the  clock  up  high,  as  if  the  others  still  had  not  recognized  it. 
"But  it  doesn't  work  anymore,"  said  the  woman.  "No,  no  it  doesn't.  It  is 
quite  broken,  I know  that.  But  otherwise  it  is  the  same  as  it  always  was, 
white  and  blue."  And  again  he  showed  them  his  clock.  "And  the  most 
beautiful  part,"  he  went  on  excitedly,  "I  have  not  even  mentioned  yet.  The 
beautiful  part  is  still  to  come.  Just  think,  it  stopped  at  two-thirty.  Just  think, 
precisely  two-thirty." 

"Then  your  house  was  surely  hit  at  two-thirty,"  said  the  man,  sticking  his 
lower  lip  out,  importantly.  "I  have  heard  that  often  enough.  When  the 
bombs  fall,  the  clocks  stop  running;  that  comes  from  the  pressure." 
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He  looked  at  his  clock,  and,  with  an  air  of  superiority,  shook  his  head. 
"No,  my  good  fellow,  you  are  mistaken,  this  has  nothing  to  do  with  bombs. 
You  must  not  always  speak  of  bombs.  No,  at  two-thirty  it  was  something 
completely  different,  but  you  just  do  not  know  about  it.  In  fact,  that  is 
exactly  the  joke,  having  the  clock  stop  at  precisely  two-thirty,  and  not  at 
quarter  after  four,  or  seven  o'clock.  You  see,  at  exactly  two-thirty  I would 
come  home.  At  night,  I mean.  Almost  always  at  two-thirty.  That  is  the  joke, 
'precisely.'  " 

He  looked  at  the  others,  but  they  had  taken  their  eyes  off  him.  Then  he 
nodded  in  the  direction  of  the  clock.  "Then  I was  naturally  hungry,  right? 
And  I would  go  directly  into  the  kitchen.  It  was  almost  always  two-thirty 
then.  And  then,  then  my  mother  would  come  in,  you  see.  No  matter  how 
softly  I opened  the  door,  she  always  heard  me.  And  while  I was  looking  for 
something  to  eat  in  the  dark  kitchen,  the  lights  would  suddenly  go  on.  Then 
she  would  be  standing  there  in  her  sweater  and  with  her  red  shawl  around 
her.  And  barefoot.  Always  barefoot.  Even  though  our  kitchen  was  tiled.  And 
she  would  squint,  because  the  light  was  so  bright.  After  all,  she  had  just 
been  asleep.  It  was  the  middle  of  the  night. 

And  she'd  say,  'So  late  again.'  She  never  said  more,  only,  'So  late  again.' 
And  then  she  would  warm  my  dinner  and  watch  as  I ate.  Meanwhile  she 
would  rub  her  feet  together  because  the  tiles  were  so  cold.  She  never  wore 
shoes  at  night.  And  she  sat  up  with  me  until  I was  quite  satisfied.  And  then  I 
could  still  hear  her  putting  the  dishes  away  after  I had  turned  the  light  off  in 
my  room.  Every  night  it  was  the  same.  Almost  always.  It  was  like  a ritual. 
The  whole  thing.  It  had  always  been  that  way." 

For  about  the  length  of  a breath,  it  was  very  still  on  the  bench.  Then  he 
said  softly,  "And  now?"  He  looked  at  the  others,  but  he  could  not  reach 

them.  He  then  spoke  softly  into  the  clock's  white-blue  face.  "Now NOW  I 

know,  that  that  was  paradise.  True  paradise!" 

It  was  still  very  quiet  on  the  bench.  Then  the  woman  asked, "And  your 
family?"  Embarassed,  he  smiled  at  her.  "Oh,  you  mean  my  parents.  Yes,  they 
are  gone  with  everything  else  too.  Everything  is  gone.  Just  think, everything. 
All  gone." 

He  smiled  at  her  self-consciously.  And  raising  the  clock  high  again,  he 
laughed.  "Only  this  is  left.  And  the  most  beautiful  part  is  that  it  stopped  at 
precisely  two-thirty.  Precisely  two-thirty." 

Then  he  did  not  say  anymore.  But  his  face  looked  very  old.  And  the  man 
sitting  next  to  him  looked  down  at  his  shoes.  But  he  did  not  see  them.  He 
was  still  pondering  that  word  "paradise." 
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Musings  From  A Hospital  Bed 


Yesterday  is  here  but  will  be  gone 

tomorrow 

it  is  said  today. 

What  is  the  present  that  inevitably  becomes 
the  past  so  soon? 

What  of  the  future,  that  soon  will  become 
the  present  and  overnight  the  past? 

Past,  Present,  Future 
Future,  Present,  Past 

Life  once  evolved  continues  and  always 
prematurely  ends. 


HELEN  GENTILE 
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HOLES  IN  THE  NIGHT 


Shadows  and  lights  fall 
in  stripes  across  the  white  street, 
through  the  sleet  glazed  windshield 
a policeman  moves  in  slow  motion, 
pushing  at  each  door. 

I move  with  him  until  he  falls 
into  the  yellow  glare 
of  Santoro's  Submarines, 
crowded  with  the  steamy  warmth 
of  wet  coats  and  visible 
breath  and  tomato  sauce. 

People  are  eating  pizza  at  2:00  A.M., 
or  driving  home  from  places  they  have  been. 

Through  the  uncurtained 
holes  in  the  night  I see  them 
sitting  in  the  pale 
fluorescence  of  kitchens, 
or  walking  down  bathroom  lit  halls, 
and,  on  their  side  of  the  darkness, 
some  are  asleep. 

Children  believe 
the  whole  world  sleeps 
when  they  do. 
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HELEN  BETZ 


THOUGHT  #2 


III  steal  you  away  to  the  willows 
Where  the  moss-bearded  rocks 
Are  soft.  . . . 

As  pillows. 


RICHARD  LETOURNEAU 
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A BICENTENNIAL  MINUET 


Sponsored  by  the  Earl  F.  Martinez 

for 

President  Committee 


“ Creativity  is  the  bastard  child  of  chaos 
though  structure  like  a thriving  fungus 
spreads  its  stagnant  rath  among  us.” 
quoth  Merlin  as  he  lit  his  pipe. 

Not  to  be  outclassed 
Henry  K.  correctly  countered , 

“Chaos  is  a product  of  the  mad  mind*s  creativity , 
a reaction  not  well  known  for  its  longevity.” 

I would  say  it  is  not  quite  philosophical. 

Dreary  druids  and  dull  diplomats  must  sing 
of  mystical  men  who  may  brandish  wings , 
for  flying  may  [or  may  not]  be  a nobel  pursuit. 

Union  is,  or  was  a once-known  trait, 
a pressing,  persuasive,  non-plutonic  state. 

Clearly  clarity  may  be  contained 

only  through  distinct  distinctions 

which  are  known  for  their  integral  interdependence 

upon  independent  thought. 

I could  go  on  to  say,  there  is  little  known  to  date 

that  did  not  come  our  way,  through  past  misfortunes  paid. 

But  that  would  be  trite. 

Then  again,  osmosis  may  be  the  only  way  to  learn, 
though  Students,  Teachers,  Leechers,  Preachers , 
and  assorted  sponges  spurn. 

The  physics  of  pressures  that  cause  an  Ethereal  Bum. 

MICHAEL  G.  MOORE 
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Ode  to  a Solid  Citizen 


by  J.  J.  Lane 


Believe  you  me  I love  that 
Red  White  and  Blue 
But  I hate  them  hippies,  niggers  & Jews 
I don't  wear  bell  bottoms 
but,  sport  Florsheim  shoes 

Not  like  them  punks  you  see  on  the  news 
My  hair  ain't  long 
But  combed  and  cut 

I voted  for  Wallace,  he's  a man  we  can  trust 
And  I worship  each  Sunday 
and  stifle  my  lust. 

Stars  and  Stripes  forever 

Long  may  they  wave  it 

But,  this  country  is  so  fucked  up  now 

Could  even  Jesus  save  it? 
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The  Endless  Journey 


by  PIERRE  A.  GARAND 

Errol  walked  right  on  into  Wanda's  house.  It  was  against  his  code  of  ethics 
not  to  knock,  but  he  felt  there  really  was  no  need  for  it:  the  right  cars  were 
parked  out  front,  and  Wanda's  parents  were  quite  familiar  with  his  face  and 
were  trusting  souls.  So  he  walked  unobtrusively  through  the  house  and  on 
into  the  den.  There,  he  found  Wanda,  Fanny,  and  Harold,  drinking  wine, 
laughing,  and,  for  some  reason  unknown  to  Errol,  exchanging  gifts.  He  sat 
down  and  watched  them  unwrap. 

Harold  suddenly  looked  up  and  asked  Errol  how  he  liked  his  present. 
Bewildered,  Errol  looked  attentively  around  the  room  for  his  present,  but 
saw  nothing  that  appeared  to  have  been  given  to  him.  Finally,  his  eyes  fell 
on  the  rocking  chair  he  had  insensibly  seated  himself  in.  It  was  picket-fence 
white  and  covered  with  sky-blue  polka-dots.  He  assumed  that  this  must  be 
the  present.  Looking  up  from  it,  he  replied,  "I  love  it!" 

The  laughing  diminished  and  the  atmosphere  approached  a state  of  dead 
silence.  Errol  got  the  feeling  he  had  interrupted  something,  though  there 
seemed  to  be  nothing  of  interest  to  interrupt.  It  wasn't  paranoia.  "I  mustn't  ^ 
belong  here  at  this  particular  time,"  he  thought.  So,  he  paid  his  adieus  and 
left,  leaving  his  gift  behind.  He  got  into  his  new  blue  Gremlin  and  headed 
for  home,  but  his  mind  was  not  on  his  driving.  When  he  thought  about  it,  he 
found  that  it  wasn't  anywhere  in  particular. 

He  approached  the  familiar  fork  in  the  road  - probably  an  isosceles 
triangle  - whose  left  side,  as  Errol  faced  it  now,  led  more  directly  to  his 
house;  and  whose  right  side  led  less  directly  to  his  house.  He  usually  took 
the  left.  But  as  he  neared  this  asphalt  Y,  an  attack  of  indecision  struck  his 
brain.  He  couldn't  decide  which  way  to  turn  to  save  his  life.  It  was  as  if  the 
triangle,  like  a huge,  magnetic  spear-head,  was  drawing  him  and  his  car  onto 
its  fatal  point.  At  the  last  moment,  the  steering  wheel  directed  the  car  to  the 
right,  Errol  totally  convinced  that  he  had  not  made  the  decision. 

He  hadn't  passed  the  fork,  when  his  headlights  illuminated  a child 
directly  in  front  of  him.  He  calculatedly  swerved  to  avoid  hitting  it, 
simultaneously  yelling  out  of  his  open  window,  "You  little  jerk!!!" 

Though  the  roads  were  dry,  and  his  action  had  been  conservatively 
implemented,  he  found  himself  sliding  with  the  car,  its  front  facing  in  the 
opposite  direction  it  should  have  been  facing,  and  moving  backwards.  His 
heart  nearly  failed  him  when  his  headlights  fell  on  an  approaching  car.  The 
two  cars  collided,  and  Errol  and  his  car  began  hopelessly  spinning  round  and 
round,  hitting  trees  and  embankments  that  were  powerless  against  the  spin. 
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The  car  finally  came  to  a stop  in  a gutter  about  a half  mile  down  the  road 
from  where  Errol  had  seen  the  child.  He  found  it  terribly  difficult  to  move 
but  experienced  no  physical  pain.  He  managed  to  get  out  of  the  car  and 
walk  across  the  road  to  better  survey  the  damage.  He  found  that  his  new 
blue  Gremlin  was  now  red,  and  quite  smashed.  His  thoughts  shifted  to  the 
other  car.  Had  anyone  been  hurt?  He  glanced  down  the  road  and  saw  not 
one,  but  three  cars  resting,  demolished,  in  the  gutter.  "Someone  must  have 
been  hurt!"  he  thought,  and  rushed  over  to  see  what  could  be  done.  He 
peered  into  the  cars  and  found  all  three  quite  empty.  He  scanned  the  area 
for  some  sign  of  people,  but  found  none.  Since  he  was,  by  now,  much  too 
confused  to  take  any  initiative,  and  assuming  that  someone  must  have 
called  the  police,  he  decided  that  the  best  thing  to  do  was  to  wait  for 
someone  to  arrive. 

He  positioned  himself  under  a tree  and  dozed  to  the  dead  silence.  The 
dawn  brought  him  to.  Upon  establishing  his  whereabouts  and  retracing  the 
events  that  had  landed  him  there,  he  inspected  the  scene  in  hopes  of 
detecting  some  change.  The  cars  still  lay  lifeless  in  the  gutter,  and  no 
indication  that  a human  being  had  disturbed  their  peace  could  be  found.  He 
picked  himself  up,  walked  the  half-mile  distance  to  his  house,  went  directly 
upstairs,  washed  up,  changed  his  clothes,  deciding  against  wearing  his  red 
bandanna,  and  went  downstairs. 

He  met  his  father  in  the  kitchen.  Errol  calmly  and  dispassionately  related 
the  entire  story  to  him,  the  first  person  he  had  laid  eyes  upon  or  talked  to 
since  encountering  the  child  in  the  road.  His  father  listened  and 
acknowledged  his  interest  with  an  apathetic  grunt. 

Confusion,  transformed  into  mental  pressure,  induced  Errol  to  go  into 
town  to  report  the  incident  to  the  police.  The  moment  he  stepped  into  the 
small-town  square,  the  only  people  he  noticed  were  policemen  scurrying 
about  the  town,  ignoring  his  very  presence.  Yet,  Errol  got  the  distinct  feeling 
that  they  were  attempting  to  intimidate  him.  It  was  a paranoia  he  had 
never  experienced.  The  pressure  became  too  great.  Errol  suddenly  found 
himself  standing  hopelessly  alone  in  an  oblivious  mist. 

"Where  am  I?  Where  am  I to  go?  Is  it  possible  to  run  from  somewhere  into 
nowhere?"  It  must  be;  for  he  had. 
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DEATH’S  TENSES 


My  godfather  died,  then 
my  friend's  mother 
while  the  word  was 
his  father  was  dying 
he  wrote  me  a stack  of  letters 
about  his  old  girlfriend,  that 
she  was  dead,  but  I thought 
he  was  only  miserable  or 
only  I was  miserable. 

Oh  no! 

She'd  been  dead  for  six  months 

and  he'd  forgotten  to  tell  me 

which  shows  his  memory  must  be  dead. 

Anyhow,  my  other  friend  will  die 

a junkie;  I'm  sure  of  it 

as  the  day  my  mother  got 

death  in  the  Mail: 

my  uncle's  ashes. 


EDWARD  R.  HERLIHY 
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That  all  good  things 

pass  sometime  following  the  daybreak 

so  we  can  take  the  kids  to  school  today 

all  this  will  lead  to  disaster  in  the  end 

for  the  day  will  come  when  you  and  I will  have  to 

eat  grinders  from  the  local  deli,  and  who  the  hell 

can  do  that  all  the  time. 

We  must  strike! 

This  matter  must  be  solved  soon  or  else  we  will 
all  die  of  starvation  and  lust  for  the  good  things 
in  life.  But  what  the  hell. 

Who  knows  the  way  to  the  store  from  the  river 
which  leads  south  from  the  steeple  of  Christ 
and  his  followers 
for  Good? 

and  there  is  talk  of  letting 

the  men  in  the  hole  come  up  for  aid  (bandaids) 

and  continue  their  journey 

through  the  millions  of  wretched  schlepps 

that  sleep  in  the  gutter. 

Hay  is  the  only  thing  we  will  sleep  on  in  the  near 
future,  the  Sealy's  Company  is  going  on  strike  - 
for  fifty  years,  in  protest  of  sleeping  on  the  job. 

My  feelings  about  this  matter  are  as  follows: 

Let  the  bastards  have  their  fuckin'  mattresses 

for  all  I care,  and  let  them  sweat  is  past  the  lawry 

side  of  the  grass,  for  I am  king  of  this  fuckin'  place 

and  no  one  in  this  country  can  tell  me  different, 

not  even  Debbie  Reynolds,  John  Prine  and  Bob  Dylan, 

all  those  idiots  can  go  to  hell,  and  if 

for  some  reason 

we  should  meet  again 

in  the  gloom 

then  I will  surrender  my  crown. 


A WRETCHED  SCHLEPP. 
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THE  BIG  SURPRISE 


About  a week  before  Christmas  I was  talking  to  my 
ex-mother-in-law  on  the  telephone.  During  our  conversation 
she  told  me  she  had  a big  surprise  for  me  and  my  two 
girls  which  we  were  to  receive  on  Christmas  day.  Being  an 
exciteable  person  by  nature,  I proceeded  calling  everyone 
trying  to  guess  what  the  surprise  could  be.  What  could  she 
possibly  give  me?  Maybe  new  tires  for  the  second-hand  car 
she  had  given  me  for  my  birthday?  A portable  television? 

A new  carpet.  What  could  it  possibly  be? 

Time  passed  by  and  finally  Christmas  day  came.  The 
girls  and  I got  ready  to  go  over  to  Nana's  for  our  ritual 
Christmas  dinner.  Still  on  my  mind  was  what  the  surprise 
would  be.  We  entered  the  house  and  I could  see  the  excitement 
in  my  mother-in-law's  eyes  as  she  helped  the  children  out 
of  their  coats.  She  had  us  close  our  eyes  for  a few  seconds 
and  lo  and  behold  there  was  the  surprise!  She  had  flown  my 
ex-husband  from  California  for  one  whole  week  to  visit  for 
the  holidays. 

My  mouth  dropped  to  the  floor.  There  was  the  man  who 
never  bothered  about  me  or  the  children  right  in  person. 

That  was  the  "Big  Surprise". 

ANONYMOUS 
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Sweet 


Acid 

Cool 

Crazy 

Harmless 

Amourous 

Rocky 

Imaginary 

Nutty 

Escape 


MICHAEL  HIGGINS 
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SOMETIMES 


I thought  once 

of  pouring  it  down  the  bath  tub  drain 
another  time 

of  throwing  it  to  the  wind. 

I thought  another  time 

of  pouring  it  in  the  river  that  flows  to  the  sea 

once 

of  throwing  it  through  the  living  room  window. 

But  I keep  it 
In  a drawer 

And  sometimes  I take  it  out. 


DAVID  L.  BROWN 
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REPORT  ON  CANINE  MORBIDITY 


Statistically; 

9 out  of  10  dogs 
would  rather  fuck 
than  chase  a fire  truck 
just  to  see  someone  else 
burning  up  in  a house. 


MIKE  MOORE 
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The  Letters  of  Love 


by 

Edward  R.  Herlihy 

Love’s  labor  is  not  lost,  but  leaping  from  ledges  seeking  longevity.  The  wedding  ring  is 
round  as  a symbol  of  an  eternal  emotion  spiraling  endlessly  onward.  Captured  by  the 
strands  of  one’s  mate’s  web,  one  usually  only  struggles  superficially  to  attain  freedom.  The 
prey  enjoys  being  caught  and  even  sees  himself  as  the  captor.  Escaping  from  loneliness  by 
attaining  the  longevity  of  love,  I have  fulfilled  one  of  my  expectations  of  love. 

Oneness  in  being  eliminates  “onlyness.”  Always  thinking  of  another  or  even  as  another 
gives  one  an  alternative  view.  Others  are  incapable  of  feeling,  thinking,  and  enjoying  as  the 
oneness  of  a loved  or  loving  couple.  Coupled  in  mind,  body,  spirit,  and  soul,  lovers  travel 
along  in  a world  on  roads  that  were  built  for  two.  Unaccompanied  travelers  slip  off  the 
world’s  narrow  paths  for  lack  of  someone  to  cling  to. 

Vision  comes  with  love.  The  ability  to  see  others  through  your  lover’s  eyes  is  usually  an 
asset,  although  sometimes  frightening.  Being  able  to  see  yourself  through  someone  else’s 
eyes  gives  a valuable  critique  of  your  faults.  Future  visions  become  more  favorable.  When 
you  are  just  one  person,  you  can  afford  to  think  and  perform  lackadaisically.  When  you 
become  one  with  another,  you  then  begin  to  think  of  the  future.  You  want  children,  security, 
a good  job,  a good  home,  and  a future  for  your  children. 

Emotional  energy  emits  as  one  emerges  from  darkness  to  love’s  light.  This  energy,  if 
harnessed,  could  produce  comforts  for  all  the  peoples  of  the  Earth.  It  is  this  energy  that  has, 
in  the  past,  controlled,  and  will,  in  the  future,  continue  to  control  man’s  behavior.  Energy 
coupled  with  vision,  protected  by  oneness,  and  nurtured  into  longevity  will  fulfill  love’s 
expectations. 
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DURING  THE  LUNAR  ECLIPSE 


A spark  of  rememberance 
could  set  off 
a raging  fire 

in  my  mind, 

but  it's  being  snuffed  out. 

I 

Empty  out  your  pockets, 
hands  against  the  wall. 

He  kicked  me  in  the  balls  and 
I fell 

to  the  ground,  so  graceful 
Nureyev  would  of  been  proud. 


There's  this  girl 

in  my  history  of  the  dance  class 
I had  the  wet  dream  over 
last  night. 

Her  calves  are  slim  as  a banana,  her  teeth 
as  white  as  tic  tacs,  I should 
stop  and  talk  to 

her,  ask  for  some  mercurochrome 
for  the  scratches 
she  left 

on  my  back,  but  I'm  hungry 
and  would  like  to  go 
to  the  caf 
for  a bite  to  eat. 

Ill 

I lost  all  appetite  for 
becoming  a pop  star. 

I didn't  wear  no  glitter, 
my  energy  dazzled  them  all. 

That  is, 

until  the  groupies 
sucked  me, 
leaving  a wasted 
and  useless 
Die-Hard. 


RICHARD  BOLCAVITCH 
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I'm  tired 


of  being  the  aggressor, 
thinking  of  witty 
come  ons. 


I can't 

take  the  initiative 
any  more,  I'm  tired. 

So  just  this 
once  baby 

come  on  over,  sit  down 
next  to  me,  catch  my 
attention, 

and  say  something, 
but  make  it 
original 

'cause  I've  heard 
it  all  before. 


RICHARD  BOLCAVITCH 
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TRANSIENT  LANDSCAPE 


by  David  L.  Brown 

I had  to  stay  after  school  that  day.  It  was  mid-December  and  the  street  lights  showed 
pale  in  a cold  twilight.  The  air  was  still  and  stiff  and  shaped  my  breath  in  immortal  clouds 
that  drifted  over  the  transient  landscape.  Walking  home  was  pleasant. 

My  thought  ran  off  with  the  swollen  river  current  and  spun  around  and  through  the 
river  brush  and  corralled  a swirling  twig.  The  water  was  dark,  liquid  night.  My  whole 
being  drifted  in  it,  skated  on  it,  while  my  feet  plodded  methodically  homeward. 

The  color,  denying  its  death,  clawed  an  empty  western  sky  and  bare  trees  stood  solemn 
vigil  in  worship  of  the  promised  dawn. 

I could  not  help  but  laugh!  Beside  the  river,  rising  from  the  ground  like  an  ignoble 
boulder  and  caged  in  a chain  link  fence  like  a demon  in  gray  armor,  stood  the  huge  electric 
transformer.  It  hummed.  I remembered  a fragment  of  my  childhood,  the  sound  of  an 
airplane  humming  invisible  as  I sat  alone  on  the  back  stairs  on  a hot  afternoon.  It  was 
aloneness. 

A car’s  headlights  appeared  on  the  road  ahead.  The  eyes  of  a shadowed  phantom,  they 
rushed  by  in  a furious  whine.  Venus  rising,  I continued  home  in  silence. 

I was  not  far  from  home  when  another  car  came  from  behind  me  and  stopped.  The  door 
opened,  and  I saw  a neighbor  and  her  boyfriend.  After  exchanging  hellos,  I climbed  into 
the  back  seat, surprised  to  find  my  sister  sitting  beside  me.  Something  was  wrong;  the  car 
was  stagnant  with  fear  or  ill  expectancy.  My  sister  was  the  first  to  speak. 

“Dad  is  in  the  hospital  again.  They  had  to  rush  him  there  about  an  hour  ago.” 

“Oh.” 

My  thoughts  ran,  dashed,  dived  under  one  another.  “Here  we  go  again,”  I thought,  “It’s 
nothing  to  get  excited  about.” 

My  father  had  been  ill  since  I was  ten  years  old.  He  had  been  in  and  out  of  hospitals  a 
dozen  times  and  had  always  come  back.  This  time  will  be  no  different.  I tried  to  reason 
away  what  was  felt  by  everyone  in  the  car. 

We  pulled  into  the  driveway  and  I got  out.  The  bleak  white  light  over  the  back  door  felt 
like  porcelain  striking  porcelain.  I stepped  through  the  door  behind  my  sister. 

The  house  was  filled  with  neighbors.  My  mother  hugged  me,  crying,  “He’s  gone,  he’s 
gone.  I know  it.  I had  just  asked  him  what  he  wanted  for  dinner  and  went  back  a minute 
later he’s  gone,  I know  it,  I could  see  it! 

I said  nothing. 

Someone  took  her  around  the  waist  and  brought  her  to  the  parlor  couch.  I sat  in  a 
stuffed  chair  across  the  room.  It  was  hard.  With  all  the  neighbors  waiting  word  from  the 
hospital,  I felt  I was  in  the  spotlight. 

Finally,  the  lady  who  lived  next  door  came  in.  She  was  heavy;  her  coarse,  black  hair 
was  streaked  with  gray.  She  nodded.  Tears  and  shrieks  and  gaspings  shattered  the 
silence,  like  a hammer  through  a window  pane. 

I listened,  I heard;  it  hummed  like  the  sound  of  a plane  on  a hot  afternoon.  It  was 
aloneness. 
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BLISS  IN  A BOTTLE 


Bathed  in  formeldahyde  my  fetal  pig,  Rasputin 
will  not  die  of  exposure, 

Arteries,  veins,  musculature  and  ribs  and  chops 
Chops  are  located  medially  on 
the  38th  parallel 
Pork  Chop  hill 

of  beans  potatoes  and  gravy 
Food  for  fight 

and  standard  fair  in  today's  navy 
because  a man 
works! 
on  his  stomach 

The  G.l.  [gastro  intestinal]  tract 
digests  and  absorbs  as 
when  breath  leaves  body 
it  in  turn  is  digested 
decays  and  dies. 

Displaying  corporeal  mortality 
in  its  blissful  totality. 

Life  is  a vanity  that  will  not  kill 
Rasputin 


JOSEPHUS  PEACHPITT.... 
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EXTRADITION  A SOLITARY  PURSUIT 

BY  EARLF.  MARTIN 

(born:  the  day  the  chicken  coop  burnt  down) 

In  a corner  of  the  cafe 
sat  one  table,  pulled  away. 

Excluded  by  its  self. 

Some  where  along  the  twilight  time, 

Six  shadows  make  every  line. 
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A Posthumous  Retort 


Poets,  prose-makers  and  picture-takers 
please  report  to  Room  C335 
where  in  the  Fall  we  shall  contrive, 
to  put  out  another  publication,  artistic 
prestidigitation  is  not  required 
for  the  situation 

because  of  Parnassus’s  depleted  population- 
everyone  is  tolerated  in  the  organization. 

As  Karl  Shapiro  once  said  “It  happens  that  the  mind 
demands  poetry.  The  vocation  of  poet  in  America 
has  about  it  a delicious  absurdity.  The  paradox  itself 
is  enough  to  turn  the  veriest  clod  into  a poet.  Our 
poetry  should  be  as  crude,  vulgar,  thick-skinned  and 
sado-masochistic  as  these  States  themselves. 

So  never  fear,  Captain  Parnassus  is  near 

[hiding  in  a telephone  booth ] 
to  protect  your  artistic  integrity, 
from  incursion  of  lifes  brevity. 

Thereby  making  you  immortal  (or  at  least 
a legend  in  your  own  time)  and  allowing  you 
to  join  the  Muses  and  Apollo  on 
mystical  Mount  Parnassus  in  Greece 
not  to  be  confused  with  the  grease 
in  which  the  first  doughnut  was  made 
with  due  reverence  to  Greek 
precedents  of  excellence 

classical  reference  is  not  required  for  acceptance. 

All  we  ask  is  that  you  report  to  Room  C335 
where  in  the  Fall  we  shall  contrive 


